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His Birthplace and the Man- |
ner of His Sad Death. |
Traditions That Prove |
Him to Have Been the
Victim of Circumstances. |
His Immortal Verse,“The
Bells,” Writien During a
Visit o Baltimore, = <=

By ELIZABETH ELLICOTT POE.

HE malevolent spirit of destiny,

which keeps watch and ward over
the ways of

human genius, wau'(

the tutelary angel of
the
}"l‘

which,

Edgar Allan. Poe
the

there was

from c¢radle to grave., Every- |

where turned the iron de- |

cree while separating him from

the mass, rendered him miserably un-

happy. Never was man more blessed (7)

with blographers, who were in the ma-
jority of cases self-appointed, than Ed4- i P - T T e W e e ——— ’
gar Allan Poe. And each with hardly | 2fteTward asserted that she had to pro- ’1" one of those periodical visits to
an exception has been gufity of minor or | V3¢ clothes for the-little stranger. The ; Himage after the death of Virgh "
major misstatements. From Griswold to | house is now utilized as a Germar drink- ;“"h &% inBorn Jove of the Mary
Harrison, they either make the odd ing saloon, and spot where lovers | city, he would return to the joy-haunted
statement that the place of birth or of “The Raven" and “The Bells" shm;ll'rr'r' ats of youth and manhood
lineage is Immaterial to the poetie worship and revere is now desecrated hy ; house where this f vas |
make-up, or say with a hidden alr of the clinking of beer glasses and the | written still stand o it
apology that Poe’s grandfather was a Aflarity of theix Joston savs | last week awoke man sCend
Virginia wheelwright who ground out the R S At hy o el g, :frnn: NS e sy
very wheels that Edgar is credited with ful night which meant much for A!n»'rIA;uns Poe's host that memorable night
carrying in his head. can literature. But the “Hub of the | when the wild, resonant music of the
Now, with our friend Bobble Burns, it Universe'” must grant that many a poet :‘<1f‘igh‘)i'”5 awoke like music in the
does not matter overmuch about ~‘h..ih"'q never breathed the combined fra-|poet's heart, is deac
rank,” and even less about the znxin«;.ig””“" of cod and salt air from 1;»-r§:¢‘ni"...| ®0 quietly af
amp, “A man’'s a man for a' that.’ :;'X"'“" back bay [left him is still util
But no one will deny, least of all in| 1€ infant Edgar was seen by mem | and, strange to say,
these days of Daughters of the American !l"‘TF of the Poe fam when he was but | grandnephew of Judge Guiles, A. Parlett
Revolution and feverish search into the ib day and a half old, and on such ocea- | Loyd, a pension attorney of Baltifnore
graves and secrets of our forr-!athnr,;,{“ grandmothers and a s are not Near Hollingsford et on Prat
the virtue of having ancestors «,\-hq"”' to be mistaker There is every|Street it was not difficult to loca the
from the common ground of the l'nn;‘h‘,f;! of of his Bait e birth The |oyster shop of Wid Meagher's, where
performied some act that elevated them ‘ s ommenting on his|the prize story, “The Gold Bug,” was
to posts above their fellows: for that | ath, says: Poe, we believe, was a | written on top of an oyster barrel for a
is how the primitive titles and hun)osl‘!‘n'iv' of this town (Baltimore).” There | desk and with the noises of outgoing and
were earned—by sheer merit ;Fums to have been no question of it |incoming customers powerless to disturb
The name Poe, which is an American luring his lifetime; it or the sublime flow of Pos nspiration.
Y ption of De La Poer, or Le Poer, g | Bis fame was BT and other cities, | True to tradition, the place is 1 a|
an old Italian ¢ antedating the nam.\"‘"““'“ to re zation of his merit, de- | grogg but how surpr
of the River Po, which followed the an- manded a share of the spoils. The world ‘h:x?»lvuv;; would probably be
cie ling of the family It was named knows the history of his life untii his | who had preceded them
for. family, like other Anglo-Nor- | tragic death He no much a |the gquaint tavern. The eire
man settlers in Ireland, passed through vietim of drink as a vic of circum- | the drugging of Poe have ever bes
Normandy rom Italy., and thence | t30cCe. Old  friends neighbors, | shrouded in mystery. No e o ] |
through England and Wales into Ireland, | MOther-in-law, teachers ar boyhood | them but Poe himself and members of
where for a long period they retained and college mates have refuted this the Plug Uglles gang. They
hereditary Jtalian traits. Descer fabrication There is a legend in our |bers of a secret soclety and
of the family were found in Irelan 1.4.""”””" that stimulant {n the lightest | were therefore sealed The
early as 1 ut now the name was in form would excite him and act almost regained consclousness long enough to
Gallle form Poer Where was Edgar instantly on+~his nerves A cup of cof- | relate the truth The tales of bhesotted
Poe born? I have been shown the house | (¢ Das been known to have the effect of | men have no value, for In all proba
in Norfolk, Va., where he « into the | 11AUOr His ““Raven’ was not written bility they were not thought of until
world, Bostonians assured me hile in the madness of delirfum trem {after years 1 endered »
with an awful emphs: that his first | ©0% No, delirfum tremens does not have } plausible. Family on | et
worldly home was in their quaint town: that effect; if it did, how many poets “f;‘nwwz'wr have this entic version of
but, as a matter of fac Maryland, not | nowadays would gladly Indulge in flery ; the finding of Poe on the right of Octo
Massachuse or Virginis can astly Hquors in the effort to also write a Ll.vr 3. 1849:
claim the “weird poet of the night” as | en’” or an equal masterpiece L My grandfather, a first « in of the
her own Addicted to the use of liguor he may | poet, was passing down Baltimore Stree
In January, 1809, the Hopkins Theat ;tlﬂ\' been, but he known as a | on the night of the 3d of October, whe
rical Company, of which the poet’'s drunkard during his lifetime. To be yn- | he saw lying under the steps of the ol
parents were members, was filling an fortunate i not to be evil. To my mind | Baltimore Museum, corner of Baltimore
engagement at the Holliday Street Th the quality of evil is never to be applied ‘ and Calvert Streets, a man in what h
ater, Baltimore, a famous playhouse, to the unfortunate. Their actions nrn:vhmmh? was a drunken stupor It was
where the best talent of the early p::rr'l'\"“'i their own volition They, too :'-lm'rm!.‘ night, and his firet thought wa
of the nineteenth century performed, anq | Would be honorable, but physical crav- | that it was someone overcome with the
which was the first theater in the Unite | 108 denies them this privilege. Crime ; indulgence of the day. for the un
States to be lighted by gas. On the |!® @ moral starvation that should be |fortunate caused him to bend over the
evening of the ninteenth of the month, | PUrSe d and fed until the spirit, reborn | man, when to his amazement he saw |
Edgar, the second child of David andq|!Bto life, casts away the crust of "rl.'nv-{h was hig cousin, Edgar. Quickly send- |
Elizabeth Poe, was bhorn in a boarding and grasps the loaf of rectitude. | Ing a messenger to Neilsbn Poe, another
house at No. ¥ Front Street, liul'xmur-",; “The Bells,” that haunting bit of word | cousin, who Ilved near, he took a car- | be
two doors from the shot tower The | melody, was not the inspiration of Mrs ;riagﬁ, and placing the still unconscious | of

House Once Occupied by the Widow Meagher. An Old Haunt of Poe's.
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Room in Which the Poet Died.
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he family being destroyed, Miss Sara

Sigourney Rice, principal of the Western

{1 Female

1t hi

High

Sehool,

having her sym-
oused by his neglected grave,

llected funde for a small monument,

ALx * which he wase reinterred with \'? -
No 1 Mrs. Clemm, with imposing
eremonies and in the presence of al

ed | large crowd, in 1875.

| “Poor Edgar Poe,” the world savs
How pool The rewards, the pleasures

f genlus le in the soul of genlus itself;

| wha loes it matter what the world
1- ' thinks Its after-remorse {is enough
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“The Bells.” I

;chd of an Ouyster Barrel
| Used as a Desk Upon
i Which Was Indited the

Greal Puzzie Story of
“The Gold Bug” — Bur-
| ied Beside His Grandfa-
{  therin the Churchyard af
r westminster. =« = =
|

tribute

to gon

| turn we would re

But the answer coms

as ever, “Ye have Moses ar
{ets, how would you believe one who
| returned from the dead?”” “Phe manu-

| seripts of Edgar Allan Pee, sold for mers

| pittances, are veritabie gold mines to
| their present fortunate owners, the fame

ily who disowned his father are proud
|

to claim his son, and the literati of this
gun-l foreign countries bave no nesitan
in ranking him as one of the “American
! Immortals.”
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{ How shail the burial rite be read?

| The solemn song be sung?

The requiem for the loveliest dead,
That ever

!

died so young?

} Her friends are gazing on her,

| | And on her gaudy bier,

And weep!-—oh! to dishonor
Dead beauty with a tear!

I

| | They loved her for her wealth—
And they hated her for her pride—
But she grew in feeble health,

And they love her—that she died.

They tell me (while ther speak
Of her “costly 'broider’d pall™)

| That my voice is growing weak—

That I should not sing at all—

|
!
|
|
!
i
{

| i()r that my tone should be

Tuned to such solemn song

] So mournfully—so mournfully,

| That the dead may feel no wrong

|

l Therefore, to

‘ I will no req
(| But waft thee

With a Pae

i e
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| But
With young Hope at her side
And I am drunk with love
Of the dead, who is my bride.—

she is gone above,

Of the dead—dead who lies
All perfumed there,

With the death upon her eyes,
And the life upon her hair.

Thus on the coffin loud and long
I strike—the mur
Through the gray chambers to my soug,j
Shall be the accompaniment,

ir sent

Thou diedst in thy life's June—
But thou didst not die too fair;

Thou didst not die too soomn,
Nor with too calm an air.

From more than friends on earth,
Thy life and love are riven,

To join the untainted mirth
Of more than thrones ir heaven.—

|
|
|
|
|
|

thee this night

uiem raise,
on thy flight,
an of old days.
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Mr. Glennan is right, even though what

he says sounds suspiciously like a
talry tale. Tin cans are put to oth
purpos@ besides quick lunches
goats and persuaders for the In s
small dog. When the cans are
ed at the foundry they a pile )
under & “hood” of {ron, whic taper
into a chimney They er
sprinkled with oil, and The
heat consumes the labels 5 the
dirt, and melts the soldering The sold
ering is collected, washed, melted again
and cast into ingots which are

Some cans bave lapped joints and me

apart completely. These are soried out

LAW OF THE CONSERVATION

IN LARGE CITIES

1 1¢¢ UST see those people picking up!and the sk S ghtened
]
- - e SRR E T an b and b are sold
> tin cans, John, said Mrs i .
~iw Ll won ) o t trunkmak-
’ b Y Glennan, who was a Vere de| .~ . = o force the corners of Sara-
h stors were b 3 > WS t
esto T uried, he was placed in Vere. ‘1 wonder why they do i xith tt So that the can from
an open grave in lot 27, by the .nldn ot The big sixty-horse-power which 3 . natoes re-
1 David Poe, his grandfather, the Revo- | was sweeping on past one of appears in social cirel as the guard-
lutfonary patriot. The committal service | “dumps,” where the ashes of the f Mrs. Ct { Taylor's
{ - p ¥ . ose people will & S r n p
vas read by the Rev. W. D. Clemm, a | ires are thrown : Those ‘, I i 1k, at Naj y German spas.
sell the cans to old rag and bone men . tin
list lative irg o ' r :
i relative of Virginia Clemm | who in turn pass them on to large fa
rt, ! Eyen in death the silence he craved was |iories in New York There the tin
O~ { denied him, for the noises of the city |cans are made into—you 1 never
| San slsweiiuis 1
1l | surge outside the gates, but they do not | it. my dear—weights for elevators .
. window sashes,”” sald old Glennan, who
the peace of the grave ov 1 is 2
it / started In life a8 a newsboy and is a
g In after vears, the monument provided f Hard
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n heated to liquid form and the
\Z off, the metal is poured
Y inteo n the form of weights.
| s re and smooth,

an eleva-
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tell me
5, how very

thing Good gis i

i coarsel”




